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response, I felt slightly disheartened. Sometimes it is a
test by God to delay the fulfilment of prayers. But He
eventually appears to the persistent devotee in whatever
form he holds dear. A devout Christian sees Jesus; a
Hindu beholds Krishna, or the Goddess Kali, or an
expanding Light if his worship takes an impersonal turn.
Reluctantly I opened my eyes, and saw that the temple
doors were being locked by a priest, in conformance with
a noon-hour custom. I rose from my secluded seat on
the portico and stepped into the courtyard. Its stone
surface was scorched by the midday sun; my bare feet
were painfully burned.
"Divine Mother," I silently remonstrated, "Thou didst
not come to me in vision, and now Thou art hidden in the
temple behind closed doors. I wanted to offer a special
prayer to Thee today on behalf of my brother-in-law."
My inward petition was instantly acknowledged. First,
a delightful cold wave descended over my back and under
my feet, banishing all discomfort. Then, to my amaze-
ment, the temple became greatly magnified. Its large door
slowly opened, revealing the stone figure of Goddess
Kali. Gradually the statue changed into a living form,
smilingly nodding in greeting, thrilling me with joy indes-
cribable. As if by a mystic syringe, the breath was
withdrawn from my lungs; my body became very still,
though not inert.
An ecstatic enlargement of consciousness followed. I
could see clearly for several miles Over the Ganges River
to my left, and beyond the temple into the entire Dakshi-
neswar precincts. The walls of all buildings glimmered
transparently; through them I observed people walking to
and fro over distant acres.
Though I was breathless and though my body remained
in a strangely quiet state, I was able to move my hands
and feet freely. For several minutes I experimented in
closing and opening my eyes; in either state I saw distinct-
ly the whole Dakshineswar panorama.
Spiritual sight, X-ray-like, penetrates into all matter;
the divine eye is centre everywhere, circumference no-
where, I realized anew, standing there in the sunny
courtyard, that when man ceases to be a prodigal child of
God, engrossed in a physical world indeed dream, base-
less as a bubble, he reinherits his eternal realms. If escap-